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marriage-festival appears the most unsuitable : calmness, humility
and silent hope befit no ceremony more than this.
So passed the day, which to Wilhelm seemed the most insipid
he had ever spent. Instead of their accustomed conversation in
the evening, the company began to yawn : the interest of Hamlet
was exhausted; they rather felt it disagreeable than otherwise
that the piece was to be given again next night. Wilhelm showed
the veil which the Eoyal Dane had left; it was to be inferred
from this, that he would not come again. Serb was of that opin-
ion; he appeared to be deep in the secrets of the Ghost; but, on
the other hand, the inscription, " Fly, youth ! Ely!" seemed in-
consistent with the rest. How could Serlo be in league with any
one whose aim it was to take away the finest actor of his troop ?
It had now become a matter of necessity to confer on Bois-
terous the Ghost's part, and on the Pedant that of the King.
Both declared that they had studied these sufficiently: nor was
it wonderful; for, in such a number of rehearsals, and so copious
a treatment of the subject, all of them had grown familiar with
it; each could have exchanged his part with any other. Yet
they rehearsed a little here and there, and prepared the new ad-
venturers as fuljy as the hurry would admit. When the company
was breaking up at a pretty late hour, Philina softly whispered
Wilhelm as she passed: "I must have my slippers back: thou
wilt not bolt the door?" These words excited some perplexity in
Wilhehn, when he reached his chamber: they strengthened the
suspicion that Philina was the secret visitant: and we ourselves
are forced to coincide with this idea; particularly as the causes,
which awakened in our friend another and a stranger supposition,
cannot be disclosed. He kept walking up and down his chamber,
in no quiet frame : his door was actually not yet bolted.
On a sudden, Mignon rushed into the room; laid hold of
him, and cried: " Master! save the house ! It is on fire !" Wil-
^helm sprang through the door; and a strong smoke came rush-
ing down upon him from the upper story. On the street he heard
the cry of fire; and the Harper, with his instrument in his hand,
came down-stairs breathless through the smoke. Aurelia hurried
out of her chamber, and threw little Felix into Wilhelm's arms.
" Save the child!" cried she; " and we will mind the rest."
Wilhelm did not look upon the danger as so great; his first
thought was to penetrate to the source of the fire, and try to
stifle it beiore it reached a head. He gave Felix to the Harper;

